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The Real thing 


The Reading festival was a big fucking deal. Anastasia was already shitting her pants that The Cramps was 
headlining this year. 

It wasn't very often she got star struck as being a musician herself took some of the glow off the whole 
status of ‘rock-star’ but The Cramps weren't just any band, they were The Band. 


Besides, focusing on The Cramps meant she could be less worried about her own slot in the festivals line up. 


Her band ‘The Dismals' were on Saturday right between Buzzcocks and Billy Bragg which she thought was a 
pretty lofty spot considering they hadn't released a single in the last year and shuddered to think about what 
kind of strings their manager had pulled to secure it. 

But what was more concerning to her in that moment was this was the first show they'd be playing since 
their lead singer, Roxanne had just been discharged from rehab for drugs and alcohol addiction 

Anastasia didn't see the wisdom in releasing a recovering addict into a music festival notorious for its weekend 
benders of drugs, sex and rock n roll but no one else in the band was bringing this up so she kept her mouth 


shut. Also she selfishly and desperately wanted to be on stage again A whole year had been long enough. 


She hadn't exactly been suffering those months living recursively in her New York apartment off the royalties 
of their platinum selling album ‘Distopia But neither she nor the rest of the band had had much reason to talk 


to one another let alone rehearse. The idea made her lean over the toilet and dry heave again 

‘Please, let this be good, Please, let us be good'she prayed drawing a shaking hand across her lips before rinsing 
thoroughly in the sink 

She met her wide eyed reflection in the mirror, pale and blonde hair slightly plastered to her temples from 
perspiration. 

Banging on the door jolted her out of introspection. 


‘Anal You coming or what?! Called Syd, their drummer, a man she had had a relationship with two lifetimes ago 
in high school. Back when he had been interested in collecting bugs and his long brown hair had gotten him 
mistake for a girl more than once. 

Patting her face with a towel she hurried out of the bathroom. 

‘Let's go' She said not wanting to linger in case he peered too closely at her and started asking questions. But 
she needn't have worried. Ever since they'd won ‘Best New Band' at the Mtv awards 2 years prior it seemed 
like each member of the band had withdrawn in on themselves. Herself included. 

‘Don't wanna miss Janes Addiction’ He hustled her out of the ‘luxury trailer’ the band was staying in during the 
3 day event as most of the other musicians on the bill were. Although many had opted instead to stay in 
better accommodation in the city Ana didn't actually mind it. Staying in trailers along side other artists made it 
feel like some sort of hippy commune which made her think about what it must have been like in the 10s 


when the festival first kicked off. 


Weaving their way through the throng of musicians, tech crew and festival staff they made their way to the 
exclusive back stage area of the main stage where Jane's was already underway. 

‘Where's Bob and Roxanne? Ana shouted at Syd standing on her toes to better reach his ear to be heard over 
the music. 

Syd just shrugged and kept his eyes glued on the side of the stage. Her eyebrows knitted together already 
fearing the worst. Roxanne might certainly be sober but their guitarist, Bob had made no I2 step promises. 
Syd seemed to finally sense her distress between songs he glanced at her. 

‘Jesus, calm down would you? Have a beer or something. You're so tense you're making me tense’ 

He said eyes scanning the crowd and smiling at a woman who couldn't be all of IB in a macrame bikini. Ana 
rolled her eyes which he didn't see. 

‘tm going to go look for them’ She shouted at him again and he nodded eyes still on the teenager. 

Ana hoped she was of legal age and then quickly pushed that thought away she refused to take on another 
thing to be worried about. Syd was a grown man and he could make his on figurative bed and figuratively lie in 


it with whomever he wanted. 


Retreating further back from the group gathered to watch the stage she made her way over to the catering 
tent. She stood by the picnic table when a group of men caught her attention, the guys from Faith No More 
were having some sort of scat battle with the guys from Mudhoney. As she watched from the sidelines she 
couldn't help but laugh at the off the wall ad libbing Mike Patton was coming up with. It was like he was 
drawing inspiration from somewhere just beyond everyone else's understanding but in someway it all connected. 
For a moment as she watched she forgot about her present concerns transfixed on Mike she found herself 
wanting to be more like him. Center of attention, care-free, spirited. She had always been so painfully 


introverted it had been so difficult to connect to anyone. Until Syd had heard her playing bass in the music 


room all those years ago and invited her to audition for his band. Being on stage was terrifying and exhilarating 


but she had never figured out how to use that same energy in her everyday life like Mike had. 


She sighed wistfully and he turned and looked at her, catching her off guard she recoiled and backed up into a 
catering staff about to lay down a tray of coleslaw sending the platter flying as the caterer's arms windmilled 
as they struggled to stop from falling over themselves. 

‘Oh god! l'm so sorry! 

Quickly Ana grabbed the man but there was nothing to prevent the coleslaw from raining down on them. 

She couldn't make herself meet the eyes of anyone as she heard laughter break out among the group. clumps 


of sticky cabbage hung in her hair. 


‘Oh mi gawd, Anal What are you doing?" 

Roxanne pushed her way laughing through the small gathering a slung her thin arm around her band mate. 
‘It was an accident’ Ana mumbled trying to scrape the worst of the ‘slaw off her jeans with a napkin. 

‘Looks like you had yourself a good time!’ Roxanne chortled, playing it up for their audience, tossing her dark 
hair over her shoulder with well rehearsed movement. 

‘Not as good as you apparently’ She said just noticing the bottle of whiskey in Roxanne's other hand. 

‘Oh lighten up! Its just a little drink’ She said and Ana looked at her more closely. 

‘Are you on something? 

Roxanne pushed away from her, jutting out a hip. 

‘God what is your problem, Ana? You're always bringing me down’ 

Roxanne pressed the heels of her palms into her eyes like she couldn't quite look at her. 

‘ls this because you haven't been laid in like, forever? The singer persisted. Ana closed her eyes mortified and 
willed the ground to open up and take her. 

‘No. Roxy. | just thought you were going to try being sober: She said through clenched teeth, face flushed 
hoping beyond hope that most of the people had moved on to other more important things and weren't 
witnessing her public mortification 

‘| am sober’ 

She said sauntering forward as if to prove it and sucked a clump of coleslaw straight out of Anastasia's hair. 
As she did so Ana got a strong wiff of whiskey on her breath and recoiled. 

‘Gross’ She turned her face away. 

‘| was going to toss you a sympathy fuck but you can forget about it now' Roxanne said nonchalantly taking 
another swig from the bottle. Ana looked at her bewildered. Where had that come from? Was the singer more 
wasted than she had initially suspected? How was she going to sober up in time for their gig tomorrow? 
‘Roxy, don't you think you should call it a night?" 

‘Didn't you just hear me? | said | wasn't going to sleep with you! She shouted over her shoulder for the 
benefit of the people who were innocently trying to collect dinner from the catering tent. 

Ana closed her eyes and groaned 

‘Fine. You're on your own’ She hissed at her band mate and pushed away walking determinedly in the opposite 


direction of that train-wreck. 


Ana fished a can of coors out of an ice bucket and approached the stage again. Hadn't someone just suggested 


she do this exact thing? Cracking it open she carelessly threw it back letting some of it slop down her chin as 


she watched Nick Cave and The Bad Seeds on stage. Did they have any in band fighting? Could they not stand 
to look at one another? But as she watched them interact it was evident that not only did they got along 
professionally they probably were friends off the stage too. Finishing her can she left her spot to go to the 
bar and get two more. 

She flashed her pass at the bartender and made her order when she felt someone step up beside her and did 
her best to pretend she was invisible. The way the night was going made her want to disappear. Vanish off the 


radar. 


‘Woah- now l'm afraid I've seen your treatment of food so | don't think you're authorized to be handling these 
two drinks at one time' 

Mike interjected as the bartender hand them over to her. She looked at him stunned for a beat before she 
realized he was joking and she broke into a grin, turning to go but he didn't release his grip on the second 
bottle. 

‘tm afraid, ma'am. I'm going to have to tax you. Its for the good of everyone really’ His face stoic. She laughed 
and tugged at the bottle but his grip tightened she pouted and relinquished her hold. Smiling he popped the cap 
and raised it to her in a mock salute. 

‘You made the right choice, ma'am’ 

He said before taking a sip. 

‘ts Anastasia’ She clarified, the ‘matam'ing was beginning to make her feel ancient. 

He nodded his acknowledgement taking a moment to swallow his mouthful. 

‘Mike! He said swinging his open hand out to her so she had no choice but to catch it and then he slid his hand 
in hers until it was like their thumbs were hugging. A weird handshake. This cool dry hand against her soft 
damp one. 

‘Pleased to meet you' She mumbled just as someone called his name. He turned to see who called and she 
admired the patterns shaved into the side of his head, the profile of his nose and lips and then he was turning 
back again. Quickly she averted her gaze back to the safety of her bottle before he realized she'd been 
scrutinizing him. 


‘| gotta go, | owe you one' He said lifting the bottle and taking it with him. 


Smiling to herself she slid back into the crowd just as the tech crew were setting up for Faith No More she 
realized with a start. That must have been why he had to leave in a hurry she shook her head at her naivety. 
As she waited she replayed their interaction over in her mind over-analyzing it hoping to uncover some 
cryptic insight she might have been oblivious to as it happened. Of course she had heard all kinds of things 
about the Faith No More frontman like he was gay or even asexual. Maybe she was just projecting or being 
hopeful but their brief interaction had definitely held.promise? Drinking her beer standing alone in the crowd 
she didn't feel as lonely as she had I2 minutes ago. 


From out of nowhere 


Faith No More closed their set with the Black Sabbath cover ‘War Pigs' and Ana had a whole new appreciation 
for the song and Mike's vocal range. She was more than a little drunk by this point and felt it was safe to 
admit to herself but no one else that she was beginning to have a crush on the front man. 

‘We've been Faith No More. Goodnight! 

He announced and without further ado turned his back on the audience and simply fell backwards off the stage 
into the crowd. His antics startled a gasp out of her but no one else blinked an eye. Puffy stepped up from 
behind his drum riser and tossed his sticks into the waiting outstretched hands and deliberately aimed one at 
Mike's crouch before security had wrangled him back to the safety behind the barriers. Despite the malicious 
attack on his band mate Ana could tell there was true camaraderie there, a connection her own band currently 


lacked. 


As the lights dimmed and people dispersed for the bar and toilets before The Cramps set Bob sidled up beside 
her. 

‘There you are' He said as if he had been searching for her everywhere which at the moment struck her as 
hilarious and she laughed. 

‘Man that was a great set. Those guys killed it! He said and she stopped laughing and nodded her agreement, 
sobering up slightly. 

‘You seen Syd or Rox around? 

He asked killing her buzz even more. She shrugged and watched the tech crew assemble The Cramps backdrop, 
kicking the toe of her boot in the dirt. 

‘Not for a while. Had a fight with Roxy’ She said and Bob just nodded taking a drag off his cigarette. She 
noticed he seemed somewhat sober so maybe he wasn't to blame for their singers fall off the wagon after all 
‘Bob-' whatever she had been about to say to the guitarist was cut off as The Cramps took the stage. Her 
heart skipped a beat in excitement as the crowd surged forward. 

They started with a long intro into Mule Skinner Blues and Ana started screaming as Lux stalked the stage in 
nothing but black pvc pants, pale torso glowing under the lights. 

Excitedly she gripped Bob's sleeve and forgot about the fact that she smelt faintly like coleslaw and sang along. 


Half way through Bikini girls with machine guns Ana became aware of someone standing close to her left. Half 
turning she recognized Mike and grinned. 

‘Mike! Have you met my guitarist, Bob?! She shouted the introduction and the two men briefly clasped hands. 
‘You guys were great man Bob shouted back enthusiastically. Mike nodded his acknowledgement but lent into 
Ana and said in her ear. 

‘tm glad | didn't wear my black rubber pants on stage tonight. How embarrassing would that have been? He 
said nodding at Lux now lying on the floor between lvy's legs as she shredded a solo. 

Ana felt her face flush and didn't trust herself to say anything so instead just laughed. 

‘Come on, do you wanna wait out back to meet them when they get off? He asked and she tried to pretend 
not to physically react to how close he was standing next to her. 

‘Sure’ She said. 

‘What? He asked. 


‘| said "Sure" She yelled louder and he grinned making her think he had heard he the first time but had just 


enjoyed making her say it again 


She couldn't wipe the smile off her face as he took her hand and steered them both back to the ‘general hang 
out area' directly behind stage |. The area was fenced off from the general public by hired fences covered in 
black tarp really adding the to whole mystic of the evening but Ana didn't care. She could be meeting The 
Cramps in a supermarket car park for all she cared. When Mike went off to get them beers she self 
consciously grabbed a fistful of her hair and sniffed hoping she didn't smell like cabbage and quickly tossed her 
hair over her shoulder just as Mike returned passing her the bottle. 

‘So, Anastasia, where you from? 

He opened, leaning against the fence and she laughed. How could someone in a fanny pack be so charismatic? 
‘Well, Michael, I'm from Washington originally. Born and raised. I've played in a band since high-school. tm a 
virgo. Billie Holiday is my idol and | am very, very drunk’ She decided to conclude her happy rambling by kissing 
him right then, mainly to just stop herself from getting verbal diarrhea and ruining everything. 

She met his lips clumsily at first and half expected him to politely reject her advance especially because she 
had just attacked him with it but as she moved against him she found he was returning her kiss and she grew 
bolder. Running her free hand up into his hair she gripped a handful and angled his face down so she had 
better access to his mouth. 

It felt like just what she wanted, what she had been needing, hot and promising and she didn't want it to end. 
The fanny pack squashed between them was only becoming slightly annoying when she sensed something 
happening behind her. Reluctantly she broke the kiss and as she pulled away found herself incredibly unsteady 
on her feet not entirely sure if that was owing to the beer or him or both. 


The Cramps left the stage after an encore, sweating and exuberant. 

‘Omigawa' Ana said under her breath as Candy Del Mar passed right by her to get a bottle of water at the 
bar. 

Lux and lvy took seats on a couch someone had pulled out from one of the trailers and looked much like the 
royal family taking court over the nights proceedings. All the courage Ana had felt just a moment before had 
suddenly deserted her and she felt paralyzed. 

‘Come on, lets go say ‘hit Mike suggested next to her and she blinked several times at him like she didn't quite 
understand what he was saying. He laughed at her dumbstruck expression and collected her hand in his and 
tugged. She remained frozen and shook her head. 

‘No, No, you go, I'm going- I've got to go, | have to leave' she made her weak excuses but he didn't let go. 
‘Come on’ He urged her and with heavy legs she allowed herself to be brought before her musical idols. 

‘Hey, I'm Mike, this is Anastasia We were watching your set. Ana's a huge fan’ He said and she stared as lvy 
and Lux looked at her expectantly and then her stomach flipped and she doubled over and was at its mercy as 
she vomited |2 inches from Ivy's shoe. 

‘Oh god' She groaned when she could recover and without looking at anyone she scrabbled away from the 


crime scene and fled for her trailer. 


She knew the thumping on the door behind her must have been Mike or perhaps one of her bandmates 
wanting to get in but as she stood under the shower fully clothed she was trying very hard to pretend she 


didn't exist and people who don't exist can't answer the door. 


After several minutes had passed and she stepped out of the shower to find the knocking had turned into 
more rhythmic but persistent tapping she relented and opened the door in wet clothes. 

Mike was leaning his head against the door frame, fist still raised to knock again until he saw her and let his 
arm drop to his side. 

‘You made quite an exit, Cinderella’ 

She groaned and moved away from him but left the door open which he took that as an invitation to come in 
‘Don't She warned throwing herself face down unto the bed knowing full well she was acting like a child 
‘Although | think the story goes she leaves a glass slipper behind instead of a hot pile of puke but | prefer this 
modern adaption 

He said and she could feel him sink down onto the bed beside her. 

She groaned louder and pulled the pillow over her head. 

‘Look, if its any consolation l'm sure everyone will have no memory of this by tomorrow morning. Lux was 
already three sheets to the wind by the time he got off stage. And whats a little rock n roll without some 
up-chuck?! 

His muffled voice coaxed her from the other side of the pillow. 

‘You promise? She asked slowly raising the pillow. 

‘Scouts honor’ he said crossing the place over his heart on his chest. 

She sighed and rolled over on her back to look at him. 

‘Why are you being so nice to me?” She asked wanting to take his hand but was too scared by the immediate 
proximity of him and the fact they were both on a bed. The last thing she wanted was to embarrass herself 
any more by getting into a drunken hook up. 

‘Well, turns out you're my blood type and | need a donor’ He joked and she managed to crack a grin. 

He held her gaze for a moment and she felt something serious pass between them. Maybe he had sensed how 
unhappy she was, maybe he had known what that was like. But that seemed so unlikely. And then the moment 
was gone as he stood up. 

‘You should try and sleep. You're on tomorrow so you've gotta be on top form unless you're planning on 
coating the stage in vomit before the Buzzcocks play. Which, personally, | think would be an improvement for 
them. Like Buzzcocks on ice but more like Buzzcocks on puke' 


She turned on her side and watched him leave smiling to herself. 


Sometime in the night she woke again. She was still fully clothed lying on top of the covers and for a moment 
it took her a while to figure out where she was. Bob's steady snoring from across the room reminded her she 
was still at the festival sharing a caravan with her band and then it all came flooding back to her. She closed 
her eyes and winced. It had really happened. Carefully she swung her feet off the bed and got up taking her 
toiletries and nightclothes to the bathroom moving as silently as she could. Closing the door behind herself she 
got changed and began brushing her teeth trying to figure out what the time was. She wasn't feeling hungover 
yet which meant she was still fairly drunk Rinsing and spitting into the sink she glanced out the small window 
admiring the full moon illuminating the former farm land when movement startled her. Holding very still she 
barely dared to breathe as she waited for another sign. She was about to dismiss it and go back to bed when 
a human came stumbling out of the bushes, naked. She almost laughed, it was a pretty common sight for half 
naked people to be stumbling around festivals this close to the morning moving from one tent to their own and 
she almost turned away when she recognized him. 


‘What' she heard herself ask out loud. Mike was walking around looking slightly dazed and very naked. Without 


thinking she quickly walked back into the main room and stepped into her boots and headed outside, toothbrush 
still in hand. 


‘Mike? She called into the darkness where she'd seen him last. 

‘Mikel She said a little louder although still trying not to wake anyone. 

A twig snapped somewhere to her left and she almost screamed, the noise rose up in her throat but she 
swallowed it as Bill stepped out of the shadows. 

‘Oh my god. You scared the crap out of mel' She reprimanded the faith no more bassist. 

He laughed off her unease ‘Yeah, Sorry about that. | have that affect on people’ 

‘Hey, is um Mike out here with you? 

She asked suddenly feeling very foolish standing outside in her pjs. 

‘Mike? Nah, he's asleep back in the trailer. | was just out having a nature wizz' He explained. 

‘But | thought | saw... She trailed off glancing around like half expecting to see the singer running through the 
trees stark naked again Bill waited, eyebrow raised ‘Saw what? He prompted. 

‘You weren't watching me pee, were you? 

‘Nol | just thought.! saw Mike was all! she finished weakly. 

‘Nah, | left him snoring back in the trailer. Definitely him He said with a yawn, 

‘tm gonna head back, catch ya' And with that he turned and left leaving Ana standing in the night feeling very 
unsure. 

‘Maybe it was someone else’ She muttered and followed Bill's lead and headed back to her own bed. ‘Maybe l'm 
still too drunk’ She mumbled kicking her shoes off and climbing under the covers. 

But as she tried to settle back to sleep she still couldn't make sense of why she would have seen someone like 
Mike Patton running around naked and covered in blood. 


Falling to Pieces 


Someone was being violently ill in their tiny toilet. Groaning Ana rolled onto her back and waited for the wave 
of nausea to pass herself. Why did she drink that much last night? And then she remembered bits of it. Her 
mind showing her key moments like throwing up by Ivy's thigh high boots and the way Mike had kissed her. 
She was grinning to herself as the toilet flushed and she felt more capable of sitting up. 


Roxanne was sprawled face down on her bed dressed in only black panties the elastic straps of them cutting 
into her almost too pale cheeks. The other beds were empty meaning it must be one of the men occupying the 
bathroom. Summoning up her strength she swung her legs to the floor and got up swaying slightly she closed 
her eyes to steady herself. 

‘Can you go get me a coffee? 

Roxanne murmured, her lipstick partly smeared on her cheek and on the polyester pillow. Ana glared at her 
reproachfully still hurt by the singer's antics from last night. On the nightstand next to the woman's head was 
a compact mirror dusty with white residue. Ana exhaled and grimaced. 

‘Come on Ana, be a doll, would you please? 

She rolled over, black hair wild and slightly greasy and Ana sighed looking away. They had all seen each other 
naked at one point or another but she wasn't about to give her any more ammunition to use against her if 
Roxy was going to start accusing her of being attracted to her. 

‘Sure, fine’ She grumbled stepping into her boots where she had kicked them off the night before. Any excuse 
to get out of that trailer. 

‘Thanks, Ana, you're the greatest She mumbled before turning over and going back to sleep, evidently having 
forgotten all about mortifying her before. What had been the point of sending Roxanne to rehab? Surely that 
hadn't been just a public image thing? No body really gave a crap about The Dismals's personal lives right now 
anyway. Least of all the actual members of Dismals. Roxanne had been the middle child of seven in a strictly 
devout christian family. She'd been a hymn singer in church which was where she'd discovered her passion for 
song. She had been so timid when she first auditioned but that didn't last long. It was hard to see any trace of 
the god fearing girl in the woman she'd become now. Carrying on that thought Ana realized there was a song 
in there and lyrics started forming but she felt it was kind of classless to make music off her singer's self 
destruction.then again. 


Stumbling out of the trailer she put her sunglasses on and pocketed her wallet. 

It was only mid morning but already the day was getting warm. Then she remember today was their day and 
her stomach twisted unpleasantly. Can't think of that now, she told herself, after coffee and maybe something 
greasy. She walked determinedly past the rows of trailers and caught herself wondering which one Faith was 
staying in. Maybe they'd rented a room in town? But then she remembered her encounter with Bill last night 
so they must have decided to stay here but then had any of that even been real? It had felt real but why 
would Mike have been naked and bloody and Bill walking around all calm and casual? No it must have been a 
dream. What if they hadn't stayed? What if now their gig was over they had to move on to perform 
somewhere else or go record something? Her heart skipped a beat. She never even exchanged numbers with 
him. He was the best thing about this miserable weekend that was pulling her through it and now faced with 
the idea he might not be around any more she felt herself falling into a pit of self pity. No, no, Surely he 


would have told her if it had been his last night. Besides if she wanted to she could find his number even if 


she had to ask around. She tried to console herself. 


Reaching the diner three blocks up the crowd was kind of thin. A lot of tech staff and security from the 
festival were hunched in booths over cups of coffee but she was the only performer as far as she could tell. 
Halfheartedly she scanned the diner looking for Mike or at least anyone else from his band but saw no one she 
recognized. 

‘Whatll it be love?” Asked the woman behind the counter. Ana placed her order and then headed over to the 
corner to the phone booth. Slipping the quarters in she had the number committed to memory as she dialed 
the record label in California, a direct line to their manager. He answered on the forth ring. 

"Panik Management" 

"Andrew, It's Ana" 

She said, smiling gratefully as the waitress brought her over the coffees in take away cups. 

"Anal Hows it going? ready for you show tonight?" 

She could almost picture him sitting behind his desk with his black thinning hair gelled and combed back to hide 
the worst of the bald patches. 

"As we'll ever be" She murmured. 

"Listen | wanted to talk to you about Roxy." 

"Hows she doing?" He asked with forced concern. 

"She's using again. Perhaps more than before. She doesn't seem interested in quitting" Ana glanced self 
consciously around her to see if anyone was in listening distance. 

"No? Oh well, what can you do? You can lead a horse away from the water but its still gonna find a drink" He 
laughed at that anecdote and she had to wait a while for him to stop. 

"Listen, so long as you're all doing okay and are ready to perform tonight we can sort all the rest out later" 
He assured her. 

"I just don't understand, she went away for months and it doesn't seem to have made a difference. | thought 
she went to one of the best rehab centers in the West Coast" She said not going to be distracted. 

"Yeah, well, she um was strongly against that idea, you know how she gets. She was rabid. So we just let her 
hole up in one of the holiday houses the company owns. Let her sweat it out for a bit away from the stress. 
She's very sensitive y'know. | think this was for the best" 

Ana's knuckles whitened as she curled her hand around the receiver. 

‘You mean she didn't go to rehab? 

She practically yelled not caring now who over heard her. 

"Now just calm down, Ana, Roxanne's a big girl, she knows what she's doing. You know she'd just withdraw if 
you or | tried to force her to do anything- she's had a hard life-" 

Andrew was still talking but she wasn't listening anymore she was furious. Slowly she pieced it together. Bands 
were never personally invited to just spend months at his private holiday homes.. 

"Are you sleeping with her?" 

"What? Look, | don't think nows really the time to talk about my relationship with Roxy, you've got a show to 
worry about. We'll talk about this when you all return. Your main focus is just to get through today, do you 
think you can do that?" He asked, tone dripping in honey. 

"Go fuck yourself!" Ana erupted and slammed the phone down. Everyone in the diner was staring at her. 


Hurriedly she picked up the tray of coffee and rushed out the door slamming into someone who was coming in 


Roddy got the worst of it, hot black coffee dripped down his hair and stained his shirt, Puffy who was standing 
directly behind him got the splash back but Bill and Mike seemed dazed but unscathed. 

‘Oh My God! | am so sorry!" She gushed at the startled keyboardist, her own hands turning pink from where 
the coffee had fallen on her. 

‘Well I'm sure as fuck awake now!" He exclaimed holding his arms out away from himself as the rest of his 
group laughed at and with him. 

"I am so, so sorry | wasn't looking!" Ana apologized feeling mortified. 

Roddy patted her on the shoulder and steered her back inside the diner. 

"Its only first degree burns, nothing shouting me breakfast wouldn't fix" He assured her. 

"Unbelievable, Roddy's a psychic, He said he wasn't going to pay for his breakfast. Who knew a guy only had to 
get a coffee in his face to get a meal for free" exclaimed Bill as the group sat themselves down at one of the 
booths near the door. 

"Ah are you sure you want me to sit with you guys? I'd be happy to pay for you, Roddy" She explained feeling 
hugely embarrassed that her attempted escape from the diner had result in her burning their keyboardist. 
"Stay, enjoy the fine cuisine Max's Diner has to offer" Mike smiled, finally speaking. 

"Okay, but I'm going to go wash up first” 

"Good idea" Roddy agreed and the two of them made their way into the separate toilets. 


When she returned Bill and Puffy were sitting on one half of the table and Mike and Roddy had taken the other 
side. After a moments hesitation she slipped in besides Puffy. 

She fought back the urge to apologize again so instead asked 

"Are you guys sticking around for the rest of the festival or heading off today?" She tried to sound as 
neutral as possible as she said it and looked anywhere but at Mike. 

"Well we were just discussing that on the way over here before | got a coffee in the face" Roddy began and 
Ana opened her mouth to say sorry again but he waved her into silence laughing. 

"| wouldnt mind hanging around to see the Pixies now that we're already here" 

He finished after they placed their orders with a waitress who side eyed Ana as if to warn her not to cause 
any more trouble that morning. A man was already mopping up the worst of the spill by the door. 

"| don't know.. | might have to head back" Mike said to her shock but the rest of his band nodded their heads 
in understanding. 

"Yeah, that might be a good idea, | might come along with you" said Bill. 

Ana caught Mike's eye across the table. 

"You wont stick around and watch me perform?" She was pleased at how even her voice sounded, not whiny at 
all 

He smiled but the gesture didn't reach his eyes, he looked almost regretful. 

"I'd like that, | guess we'll see" 


Bill looked at Mike and then out the window shaking his head. 


They ate their meals with safe general talk about what other musicians had been getting up to and what the 
highlights of the festival had been but the fact that Mike was planning to leave soon was still bugging her and 
it had been hard for Ana to remain present in the conversation. 


They each threw in their share of the check, Ana covering herself and Roddy with a tip and then shuffled out 


of the booth. Ana hoped she wouldn't have to come back in a hurry. 

Outside Puffy tried to climb Bill to make him piggy back him back to the festival grounds and Roddy strode on 
ahead of them. Mike slipped his hand in Ana's and urged her to hold back as the three men went on ahead. 
"Hey, Listen-" 

Her heart plummeted, she knew that tone, that was the ‘It's not you its me' tone the ‘| think we should just be 
friends’ tone. She hoped she wouldn't cry and her lips clamped shut in a thin line. 

He laughed at her determined expression. 

"You look as though I'm going to shoot you" He said, squeezing her hand, reminding her he was still holding it. 
"Aren't you?" She said testily but not taking her hand back. 

"I get it, okay? You can spare me. You think I'm great but you think we should just be friends is that what 
you're about to tell me?" She sighed miserably. He stopped forcing her to pause to the others were already a 
block ahead. Without any warning both his hands cupped her face and her breath caught as his lips melded 
with hers. After a minute she felt like her knees were going to give out and they broke the kiss, with her 
slightly breathless. She searched his face trying to understand what had just possessed him to land a kiss on 
her like that. 

"Wha-?" was all she managed before they found each other again, his hands snaked around her back and held 
her tightly against him. One of his hands slid up into her hair and the other made its way down resting at the 
top of her ass, gripping. 

She responded with a moan and let her hands do a little exploring of their own. The rest of the world melted 
away and then just like that he broke the kiss and stepped back. 

She swallowed several times watching him warily, anticipating another attack and fully ready for it but he 
looked like he was doing his best to compose himself. Straightening up he tucked a strand of his long dark hair 
behind his ear. 

"Now do you believe me?" 

"What?" She said when she found her voice again. 

"Do you believe that | really like you?" He said. 

She grinned and had a wicked idea of saying she needed further proof, anything to pick up where they'd just 
abruptly left off but he looked so serious that she wiped the grin from her face and nodded. 

"Good" he said after she seemed to accept what he was saying. They walked several paces in silence as she 
tried to make sense of everything. She was desperate to ask why he couldn't stay, what was it that was so 
important he was going to leave early when they could have had this whole weekend to get to know each 
other. 

He opened his mouth to say something and then closed it. 

‘| really wish | could stay, Honest" 

He said crossing his chest. 

| understand" she said because thats what you usually say when you don't. 

Again he looked like he was on the verge of saying something but then changed his mind. 

"When do you have to meet up with your band?" He asked, clearly not the thing that was weighing on his mind 
but she wasn't going to press the issue. 

"| don't know, probably not until 5 before Billy Bragg's on.when do you have to head off?" 

"Before sun down" He said decidedly and she thought that was a weird term to use but then he said 

"So we've got a little time to ourselves then’ And raised his eyebrows suggestively, back to his old self. She 


laughed at his enthusiasm and felt a weight lift off her shoulders. 


"And what do you have in mind?" She asked gamely hoping it involved them, no clothes and a bed. 


